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EAR:—The first tang of autumn is in the air and
the little groups of school kiddics have begun their
morning walk under my window, and watching
them my mind has gone back to the little girl who
was me, and who felt so sorry for grown-up folks
beczuse they couldn’t believe in fairies or have
any real fun. And now, looking back, | am almost
sorry for the little girls because they have not yet
heard the most wonderful fairy tale of all—a story
that turns the world to rosy dreams and makes
even the most prosaic young woman a real princess
in a fabled castle of love.

Your letter filled me with happiness, and, yet,

do you know, the more tender your letters the
harder the separation. A short, unloverlike note sets me to work
upon daily tasks to lose my hurt little feeling in a maze of visions of
that future home and home duties, but a letter that is full of love
makes me restless gnd full of yearnings, and that is why today the
study of economics doesn’t seem to appeal to me. And yet, for the
first time I am going to plunge into the mysteries of autumn house
cleaning to learn the whys and wherefores of how to sweep and dust
and put the curtains up to Jkeep out the cold breath of winter.

Thrilling Bit of Romance

To my mind there is a thrilling bit of romance, anyhow, in the
storeroom. [ love the smell of the cedar chests and the lifting out of
curtains long familiar and yvet strange because of their summer sleep.
There is a certain zest in sceing the rooms turned from summery
coolness to the snugness that suggests snowy nights and the moaning
of the wind about the eaves, and this year I enjoy it even more, for
the coming of winter brings the time when [ shall be with you so
much nearer. Oh, honey, honey, will it really be the spring, do you
suppose® Da you honestly think the new position will be open and
that at Eacter—oh. I dare not write itp lest, as Aunt Henrietta =ays,
I count my chickens before they are hatched and lose the whole
brood from exposing the eggs.

She it so funny. She came over yesterday and took back the two
tablespoons of grandmother's that che had given me becapnse che
#aid that she'd heard that two spoons were an unlucky number, and
gn she is sending me grandmother's teaset instead. Need | say how
delighted 1T am, or rather will be, if the teaset comes, for she may
decide that that is bad luck, too?

Love In the Ascendant
I told her nothing was bad luck when love was in the ascendant,

but she just eniffed in her funny

while I was still young, and she
the flesh and :IM:I and men,
never such dry

prospect. | ]‘tuzunl sa | couldn’
dear, 1 think that underncath she

way and told me that she was old
knew a thing or two of the world,

who were all three, and that it was
weather that all signs failed when a wedding was in

t contradict her, but do you know,
i having the time of her life hear-

ing about you and helping with my trousseau.

But I wouldn’t say it to her.

Oceans of love, from H—

THE STAGE DOORKEEPER

*“It Jooked for a while as though
Amella Bingham and Bijou F‘prr‘andol
were gettlng In the Lllllan
class,” sald the stage-struck youth
he folded up an early editidn,

“Oh, nothin® so bad as that,”” said the
stage doorkesper. “They are not that
kind of girle. Just
lock put that story over on the New!
York papers about a guy throwing a
tarry bag over Lilllan's head and carry-|
g her off into the wilds of Fough-
keepsle there Is no reason why you
should class Amella
them.*"

What's the Difference?

“Well, didn’t they get kidnaped, and

don't that make them qualify for the
Graham stakes?"

Graham

“Nix, nix, kid,” and the stage door-
Beaper fairly snorted. “Amy sngd Bl |
_— —

Our Son and Heir
Says He Feels Bad

Yes, I'm on my way to the dnruhnl

now. I feel so queeah that it's really!
alarming, don't you know. I almost;
fear that 1 may be—ah—developing|
something,. I wondah if Gladys' sofa

>
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cushion has anything to do with it?
I suppose you've lLieard of the new cl-

Enbrettes with the little squares of silk

in the boxes? The girls save the pleces|
of sllk and make cushlons out of tnem, |
don’t you know. Silly ideah, but Gladys
got the notion Into her head that she
bad to have a sofa cushion made of the
blooming things, and, of course, she
called on me to help her out,

80 I changed my brand of cigahrettes
It peemed to be such a bully chawnse to
&9 in solid with Gladys—a rippin’ fine;
girl, Gladys. But, by Jove, the ltllr
thing wanted four and five plecey af |

tne sifiy sflk every day. 8o I simply hag | age.

to smoke more; there was no way out
of it. Yesterday I finlshed sixtyv-five of
the beastly clgahrettes and this 1ias
my fAfty-third today.

I reslly do feel horribly queeah. Can
it be Gladys' cushion, do you think?.

as |

because John Pol-|

and Bljou with|

‘ Fond Parent—Johnnie has a great

are respectable married ladies, gracing
the stage with thelr talents and charms
and have never shown any Indlcations
of wishing to go In for target practice
wi‘n mlillonaires” walking gear for the
| nhjective point. Of course,
kidnaped them ranks as a millionaire,
but I can't see your point of view for
4 minute. Here the two ladles go
aboard the yacht that i ewinging tdly
off Riverside drive to have eoffee after
|& dinner at the club house. Then there
is a ride down the harbor mentioned and
they all fall for It

"When they got off of Long Island
| some place the ladies want to turn
| back s0 that they will be In New York
|in time for rehearsal. But the million-
Ialre guy decided that as it is midnight
it |s too late to turn around, and he
’gh es the motorman two bells and the
| yacht goes on to New London.

| Back At Noon

| “They all get back to New York about
{noon the next day, and the ladles in
thelr deccoletty evening gowns made a

|grent hlt as they turn up at their apart-
| ments.’

the man who |
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AKE THIS UP 10 THE FOREMAN AND RE —
MEMBER — WHEN | CALL YOU, | WAN'Y

Yoo QUICK ~SEE ? '1!

GEE ! THERES THE
SCALUN' ME !
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HE SAID RE WANTED ME.
QUICHK — IGUESS THE.

QUICKEST WY DOWN (s | K2

|GEE: | MUST'A
MT SOMETHIN

fortune. But when it is attached to

“Waell, it atrikes me.,” said the stage-
| struck youth, “that that is about as
i #candalous affair as the other and I
' still stick to my original assertion.”

| “Kid,”" =aid the 8 D. K. severely,
|“¥ou want to read farther down in|
ithe article You will then fing thntl
Amelia’s and Bijou's husbands were
aleng on this kidnaping expedition.”

,Tell These to Her
And Win Your Suit

DISCRETION

Bill—And vou asked the father forl
his daughter's hand in marriage?
{ JNl—Yes: last night.
| BUI—And what did he say? * |
{ JUl—He was very angry.
| Bill—And what d1d you do? !
| JI—I treated him as I would a|
king.

Bill—How so?

Jill=Why, I backed out of his pres-
ence.

| Was Only Six

future before him,
Grouchy Batch—Well, you could
! hardly expect it to bes behind him at hig

Prospects
“Haa she any prospeots?’
“I should say she has. She knows a
millionaire that she expects to marry
or sue for breach of promise.”

the leash that drags a pretty, young with her and the dogs. The other morn-
| girl like you at the other end, it is|ing, he met the dog, with the girl on
an abomination. the string trotting along. behind.

It's an object of {ll omen. In the eyes| “By Jove! It's an msult to & & t
of men, 1'mean. dog!” he exclaimed with a look at the

It makes no difference how you 1r¥ | i ouite unlike any he had cast toward
to crawl under or endeavor to over-

SXE HOLDS IT UP TO THERE
GIRL WITH TH
-~
S
DOG on a string leading a married | with halr In their eyes. A man who rec- her before. I wouldn't have thought
woman may be regarded as a mis-| oonigeg the charm of the girl often plays| it of you!"

The girl flaméd into a becoming anger.
“I thought you Ilked dogs!" she
cried )

*“I do. But not on strings!"™
And the pretty girl is wondering at
the inconsistency of men. 8he eannot

=

n of three dogs at large on the

look it, men 1ike women who like bables.
It stands for the womanly tendernens,
the especial brand of affection that
every man belleves ls essential to the
character of & woman.

Red and Squirming Morsel

The man may positively fear the red
and squirming morsel that represents
the future man. He may avold the
house where it appears as he would
the plague. He may assuage his con-
sclence for ceasing to visit the home of
his dearest friends because of the new
member of the family by sending costly
gifts. He “may evidence hi® disap-
proval in all the silent ways by which
men express their dislikes; BUT he is
instantly suspicious of a girl who shares
his dislike for babies.

And here's the point—logical or not,
it's a facti—a girl with a dog, especiaily
one of the lap kind. summons into a
man's mind a picture of a fat matron
who hates bables and adores her poodie.

ENGLISH JOKE FOR TODAY

One man with his heart In his work
—the conviet in Maldstone gaol, who,
according to a Kentish contemp.,
“played very pathetically, ‘Oh, for the
wings of a dove,' on the chapel organ.”

—The Pink 'Un.
i
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lawn and resent her taking one out on
a string.

Women Who Are Fast

You, with your canine wad of white
wool rolling along In front of you,
tangling up the legs of unwary pe-
destrians, behaving generally in a
aay that ought to embarrass you, but
does not—just learn of me. You are
running do n the value of your own
goods. You are disgusting the kind
of men who make good husbands. You
are putting yourself in the class with
women who are fast, women who hate
bables and wom who Insult dogs!
I'd llke to know hoW you expect any-
thing masculine worth having to
want you. You will have to hunt up
one of the with-all-your-faults-he-
loves-you-still kind of men. And they
are scarcer than hens' testh. Men do
not have to be toleramt. There are
too many girls busy w.ch all their
energy at “exactly sulting” them. I

NO HANDS 0
THAT DIAL

It From

ALL AMERIC

MAMIE TELLS BELLE

They May Try to Hide

You, But

ANS INVENT

No,

HAT do you think Bill's went and done, Belle?

nothin’ like that, you romantic thing ! He's in-
vented a fly trap, and he's goin’ to try to get it
patented. he flies walk in and neglect to walk

out, and when there's enough flies in it you bury
it or somepin’,

The way Bill described it, it's the greatest thing
ever. If | was a fly, I'd walk into it myself. Any-
how, he's goin’ to have it patented.

Did you ever think, Belle, what a wonderful
institution that patent office in Washington is? If
it wasn't for the patent office, people wouldn't in-
vent, and what would we do, Belle. without the
tele-phone, and the swivel collar button, and the
Yale lock, and the Deaderstill brand o' insect powder? To say noth-
in" of the electric light. and the alarm clock that keeps goin’ until you
get up and check it

I read where the patent off:ce granted its millionth patent the
other day, so they must grant patents for more foolish inventions
than Bill's fiy trap.

Every American Has Invented Something

I think, Belle, that some time in his life, every man in the coun-
try has invented som-thing. They may deny it, Kut they have, just
the same. [It's the great American secset. Keep at 'em long enough,
and if you don't make 'em admit that they've invented a non-leakable
stopper for a milk bottle, or a baby’'s bottle built so it'll stay in the
baby's mouth until it’s empty, or somepin’, it'll just go to show that
youre no good at the third degree.

They must have busy times at the patent office, Belle, weedin’
rut the requests for patents, and tryin’ to decide which ones’ll be
of some use in the world. can imagine the chief patent granter
sittin’ at the desk he patented himself, and dictatin’ refusals to his
assistants.

“Dear Mr. Smith, Oshkosh, Wisconsin,” he'll dictate, “I'm sor
to refuse you a patent for your invention to keep mosquitoes n?
sleepin’ bbhies by a system of automatic hammers, but we trust yom
will view the refusal favorably when we point out the grave danger
to the snb_;rct in case the babies should wake up.”

ACCORDING TO SAMMY

see why a man will enjoy & girl's pos-|

i you dont wunt t{o. ma sed to pop;
last nite, Mrs. Libby Is kuming to
see me, she sed, and T expekt wea wil
have a old-fashined chat.

| O, sed pop, do yon expeckt
f\\'e!! you don't get me out of
house by eny sutch suckterfuge,
\.@(l. bekans I can see Tite throo you.
le good enuff to have erround wen
|tharet noboddy e
,wunt to spend & nise kwiet eevning at,
'hoam Im told-that Im In the way be-|

this

llmu. sum konfowndid frend of your|
{ammshunt gerlhood days Is kuming ia,“n

Weil, I,

ito tawk her hed awf. awl

can say Is,
he sed

Both Glad

I am sure yure wellkum, sed ma, Tm
glad yure going to stay.

Im glad yure glad, =ed pop.

Im glad yure glad Im glad, sed ma.

Then pop startld reeding the papir,
and ma startid singing low to herseif,
untill pop sed, For the luv of simfinny,
stop that humming.

I was thinking of wat perficktly deer
letteirs you ust to rite to me wen we
was Ingaged, sed ma. I caim
| sum of them this aftirhoon. Il go and
get them.

Dont trubbil yurself, sed pop.

0O, Its no trubbil, sed ma, and she

p | awl,
| bunteh.
that. | 10 kall me huny
he |

{to admit that you stood for It
1se, hut wen I r”lyior aottlng thare gloating ovir It. he

heer I am and heer 1 ”“!‘"Ex'yklm,

ackross

You dont haff to stay hoam tonltq went out of the setting room and calm

back agen with sum lettirs

1 think thig ls the sweetest wun of
she sed, {t begins, Preshus huny
Do you remembir wen you ust
buntch, Henry, she
sed.

I remember werse things than that,
|med pop, and You awt to be ashamed
insted

Nonsents!

Nonsents, Henry, sed ma, I think It
s perficktly luvrly. Down ferthir In
the lettir you kall me, Inefferble luv-
Thats a wunderful name, Hen-
ry, she sed, I don't see how you evir
thawt of fit.

Neethir do I, sed pop, and 1 think 2
examples 15 enuff to ustablish the giit
of the prizner.

Dont tawk foolish, sald ma. I wunt
to read you the hole lettir. Its a
bewtifull lettlr, she sed, and you awt
to of bin a awther.

By Jukiter, Ive got a
sad pop. I allmost forgot awl!
it. Wares my hat.

Heer it |8, sed ma, glving it to him,
good nite.

Then pop went out and ma put the
lettirs away and then the doar bell

ingagemint,
about

rang, and it was Mra. Libby.

Forward Passes That
Are Safe For All

Jack Klambake’s
Love; Or, Revenge

NO FOOD AT ALL

“Lady,” began Hungry Higgins,
*T'd thank yer fur & meal—"

“Ah!" exclaimed the bright, pleas-
ant housekeeper, "you're one of those
after-dinner speakers” ]

*“Not exactly, lady, or I wouldn't be
so hungry. I ain't got so much as &
chestnut about me.™

, Saw Them Often

*“The proprietor of the circus dis-
charged the snake charmer.”

“Whyt

*Because he's a hard drinker, and as
long as the snakes were around the

grounds he couldn’t tell which were
hers and which werse his.

A Fair Exchange \

Hampton—Do you have any troubla

with your office boy about getting te
the ball game?

The boss—No. Eddle's a good lad;
he'll let me off to the game If I'll let
him have my touring ear & few even-
ings a week.

Only One Tie
“They quarrel a good deal.”
“Yes: there's only one tle that keeps
them together.”
“And that 187"

The Humperty twins looked so much
allke that one of them was frequently
discovered talking to herself in the

bellef that she was addressing her
sister.

Handsome Jack Kiambake loved
Dora. The night before the opening
of our story he had proposed to her
and was accepted.

At supper time Dora slipped Into
Flora's chalir, and, making a noisas
like Flora, consumed all sister’'s soup
before Flora entered the dining room,
and Flora was out for revenge.

The doorbell rang. It was Jack's
ring! Flora flew to the door,
“Jack!” she cried.

“Dora! cried Jack, and kissed her.

A delightful girl T know has three of | | THAT PRINTER. should cut the dog’s string, If I were| “Her new gown. Having no matd,| “Jack” sald Fiora. “don't let's get
these rakish, devoted, Intelligent dogs|| WHO HAS N you! ;"‘uh;‘ » dt?e';d :n k. 'r'.‘:::milo;“hn:w Il‘it;ht -o“::n n:;?l
TRYING TO SELL = =) et B v minute!” Jack klue;iu:.r;nhthc hatl.

2 had recogn ack’s ring.

BUSY AT BRIDGE ME_HAIR, OIL 4 HASN'T COME DOWN Improving She siip,«d on sometning and came

“Miss Gwendolyn, I should like to] | TOR THE PAST “Our silly servant lit the kitchen| Fair Mald—Do you think my volce 18 |down. ~Floral" she cried ‘Flora!
ask you to marry me” MONTH wiLL.. fire with coal oil the other morning, | improving? Where's Jack?

“You are interrupting the bridge ' and ruined the stove' Candld Man—My, yes! hasn't got| There was Do er, and a chill
game now,” Mr. Wibbles. Walt until "R..ﬂg JUHK'" “Did you discharge her?” that steamboat whistls fon. to it now |wind blew into the hallway from the
I'm dummy?"’ “No, we haven't found her yet." —it's more like a Iocunoun. open mubnlo door. ¥
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